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And comes not in, over-rulde by prophefie j, 

I feare, the power of Tercy is too weake. 

To wage an inftant tryall with the King, r 
Sir M. Why, my good Lord, you neede not feare. 

There is Dewglospnd Lord Mortimer. 

ArchSo, t Mortimer is not there. 

Sir.M But there is MerdakeyernonX* Harry Percy, 

And there is my Lord of Worcefier, and a head 
Of gallant warriours,noblc Gentlemen. 

eArchhni fo there is, but yet the King hath drawn 
ThefpeciallbeadofalltheLandtoeether. 

The Prince of Woks, Lord John of Lancafier, 

The noble Weftmerlancl,and warlike fBlrnt j 
And many moe Corrivales,anddcaremen 
Of eftimation, and command in armes. 

Sir Af.Doubt not, my Lord, he fhall be well oppos’d. 

Krch.l hope no leffe • ycr, needfull *tis to feare. 

And to prevent the worft, Sir Mich ell, fpeed : 

Tor if Lord Tercy thrive not ere the King 

Dilmiflchis power, he imanes to vifit us, 

for he hathheard of our confederacy j 

And 5 tis but wifedometo make ftrong againft him : 

Therefore make hafte, I mud goe write againe 
T o other friends,and fo farewell. Sir Mkhell. Exeunt. 

Enter the King, Prince of Wales, JLord lohn of Lane after 4 Earle 
offVcftmeriandf} Walter Blunt, and Faljl#ffe. 

King.Wo'ft bloodily the Sunne beginstopcere 
Above yon busky hill ! the day lookes pals 
At his aiftemperature. 

T r*».Thc Southetne winde 
Doth play the trumpet to his purpoies. 

And by hollo w whittling ihthe leases, 
Foretdsatempeftanda.Dlufteripgday* H' 
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Ai»tf.Then with the lofers let it fympathize, 

"ling can feeme foule to thofe that ■ 

The Trumpet founds. Enter Wmefier. 


For nothing can feeme foule to thofe 
The Trumpet j 
King.yiovj now my 
That you and Tfhould 


: wmne. 


King. How no w my Lordof Worcester ? ’tis not well 
ipecte upon fuchtearmes, 

As 
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* fiott we meets. You have deceived our truft, 

' <d made us doffe our eafte Rc^cs of peace. 

To cruih our old uneaGe limbs in ungentle Steele* 

This is not well,my Lord,this is not well. 

What fay you to it ? will you againe unknit 
This churlifh knot of all abhorred Warre ? 

And more in that obedient or be againe. 

Where you did give a faireand naturall light. 

And be no more an exhal’d Meteor, 

A prodigy of feare, and a portent 
Of broched mifehiefe to the unbome times ? 

Wor. Heareme,myLicge; 

Tor mine own part,I could be well content 
To entettaine the lag-end ofmy life 
With quiet houres : for I ptdteft, 

I have not fought the day of this diflike. 

King. Ton have not fought it : how comes it then ? 

Falf, Rebellion layin his way, and he found it. 

Trin. Peace, 1 Chewet, peace. y p 

Wor. It pleas’dyour Majcfty to tume your lookes 
Of favour, from my felfe, and all our Houle ; 

And yet I muft remember, youmy Lord: 

We were the firft anddeareft of your friends, 

Foryou,my Staffeof office did I breake. 

In Richards time, and potted day and night, 

To meetc y ou on the way, and kiffe your hand. 

When yet you were in place, and in account u< ■ 

Nothing fo ftrong and fortunate as I j ■ ; ’ 

It was my felfe, my Brother,aad his Sonne, 

That brought you home , and boldly did out-date 
The danger of the time. You fworc to usi 
And you did fweare that oath at T) oncafter. 

That you did nothing of purpofe ’gainft the State, 

Nor claime no further, then your new-falnc right, 

Theleateof b/4»f,Duke of Lancajler: 

To this,we fware our ayde ; but in fhort fpacc 
It raind down,|Fortunc fho wring on your head, 

And fuch a floudof Greatneffe fell on you. 
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